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THROUGH WINDOWS 

LUMBERMEN 

I watch the lumbermen 

Winding up the mountain 

Between the autumn branches. 

I see 

Leaves gold, red, flame and green, 

With flashes of faded blue between 

Of their overalls. 

Straining and pulling, 

Horses brown and soiled white 

Stagger up the mountain-side 

Before them, 

Dragging huge and heavy timber. 

Down in the valley 

I can hear the echo 

Of the men's muffled curses, 

And the quick snap 

Of long thin whips. 

SOILED HANDS 

After everyone had left, 

It was always so wonderful sitting in the dark theatre with 

you. 
There was a mystery about it, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

As though the echo of many plays 

Still lingered in the folds of the curtain, 

While phantom figures crouched low in the chairs, 

Beating applause with vapor hands. 

Do you remember how we always sat silently? 

I would shut my eyes to feel your closeness nearer. 

Then slowly and like a ritual 

I would take your hand, 

And you would laugh a little and say, 

"My hands are awfully sticky" — or 

"I can't seem to keep my hands clean in this theatre." 

As if that mattered ... as if that mattered . . . 

UNREALITY 

Through the window-pane I see your face, 
Its outline a little vague 
In the dimness of the shadow. 
But the whiteness of your skin 
Is like a clean ship's sail, 
Standing out in the darkness of a night. 
And your eyes, I see them like two golden bowls, 
With the rays of a thousand moonbeams sweeping over them. 
As I pass out into the blackness, 
I wonder if I have ever really known you — 
Or if you exist at all, 

And are not but a twisted, fevered, silver creation of my 
brain. 
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